THE INCA OF PERUSALEM

THE INCA. A highfalutin millionaire, you mean. [Chuckling]
Haw! ha ha! really very nearly a pun, that. [He sits down in her
chair}.

ERMYNTRUDE [revolted, sinking into his chair} I think it quite the
worst pun I ever heard.

THE INCA. The best puns have all been made years ago: nothing
remained but to achieve the worst. However, madam [he rises
majestically; and she is about to rise also] No: I prefer a seated
audience [she falls back into her seat at the imperious wave of his
hand} So [he clicks his heels}. Madam: I recognize my presump-
tion in having sought the honor of your hand. As you say, I can-
not afford it. Victorious as I am, I am hopelessly bankrupt; and
the worst of it is, I am intelligent enough to know it. And I shall
be beaten in consequence, because my most implacable enemy,
though only a few months further away from bankruptcy than
myself, has not a ray of intelligence, and will go on fighting until
civilization is destroyed, unless I, out of sheer pity for the world,
condescend to capitulate.

ERMYNTRUDE. The sooner the better, Sir. Many fine young men
are dying while you wait.

THE INCA [flinchingpainfully} Why? Why do they do it?

ERMYNTRUDE. Because you make them.

THE INCA. Stuff! How can I? I am only one man; and they are
millions. Do you suppose they would really kill each other if
they didnt want to, merely for the sake of my beautiful eyes? Do
not be deceived by newspaper claptrap, madam. I was swept away
by a passion not my own, which imposed itself on me. By myself
I am nothing. I dare not walk down the principal street of my own
capital in a coat two years old, though the sweeper of that street
can wear one ten years old. You talk of death as an unpopular
thing. You are wrong: for years I gave them art, literature,
science, prosperity, that they might live more abundantly; and
they hated me, ridiculed me, caricatured me. Now that I give
them death in its frightfullest forms, they are devoted to me. If
you doubt me, ask those who for years have begged our tax-
payers in vain for a few paltry thousands to spend on Life: on the
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